It was at the matinee. The curtain bpd
tallen wpon a one act farce and the house
wns darkened for the biograph.

Two girls sat in the left hand box,

chatting together. Their faces shone
whitely in the half light. The lines of
their profiles were so delieately fine that
many turned to look at them.

“Last pight,” Mabel was saying, *I
dreamed of muddy water. I kept dream- |
ing of it all night long. It came on and |
on, rolling up to my very feet. The waves
were big, turbolent, threatening. 1 was
afraid.” . [

“A sign of trouble,” murmured Flor-
ence, “that is, unless it cleared. Did it
clear?”’ 3

Mabel frowned. She closed her fan and
tapped it impatiently sgainst the palw of |
her other hand,

“No, it didn’t,” she answered. “Bul }
what difference did that make?” [
“When did yon hear from Arthur?”

Arthnr wus Mabei's soldier sweetheart.
“That is the tronble,” sizhed Mabel. “1
haven't heard from him for ages, but 1

am expecting him home duily. [lis regi |
ment eame last week, but he was not
with it. Perhaps he stopped somewhers

to rest. It is o wonder they didn’t all die
down there in that oven of a place.”
Then under her breath she added, “1
hate that dresm of muoddy water.”

“1 thought you didn't believe
dreams,” exclaimed Florence,

“T don’t, but"—

She was interrupted by the appearance
of “Ae and Jack” upon the canvans
There was a ripple of subdned laughter
as the little girl fell from the ropes inte
the water, the dog swimming coolly off
and lesving her there.

Picture after picture was then prepar-
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You Have a Pain,

maybe in your shoulder, or back or side;
at all events you want to get rid of it.

Did you ever try

Allcock’s

POROUS PIASTERS

Do you know that we have hundreds of
letters from all parts of the world telling
us of the wonderful cures these plasters
have made? Do you know that all other
so-called porous plasters were started
after Allcock’s had acquired their enor-
mous sales and world-wide reputation?
Do you know that none of them have the
medicinal properties of Allcock’s? Just
put them to your nose and compare the
fine aromatic odor of Alleock’s with the
smell of all others. Don’t be deceived—
oct the genuine article.

ed. There wus the paval parade, the
warshjps passing oup the FHudson, the
sachts skimming swiftly in front of
them, partinily obstructing the view of
the sailors, who stood like white statues
along their decks; next Hobson walked
leisurely down the deck of a little eruis-
er; then a review of the troops at Tampa
wus annonnesd.

“Perhaps it is Arthur's regiment that
Je to be reviewed!" whispered Mabel,
clasping her hands ecstatically together.
“Oh, 1 hope so!”

There was a drumbeat, and, before a
dim vista of white tents, the troops pnss-
ed in review.

“T'heir fuces look end,” said Florence,
“and they walk as if they were tired to
death."

“A white Jog, the mascot of the regi-
ment, occupied the center of the canvas
for a second, a soldier following.

A piece of paper floated along behind.
Then came a row of six stalwart men.
The man L froont suddenly turned his
face toward the sodience. He looked
straight at Mabel. His eres were hol-
low and =nd. Intense weariness was
stamped upon every line of his gaunt
features.

Mabel leaned eagerly forward. She
laid bold of Florence's arm.
“Look, Florence!" she gasped. “Look,

it is Arthar!™ 7

In a moment the face was gone from
the canvas, others had taken its place,
the drum censed to beat, the review was
over, and the canvas was dark again.

Mabel was white to the lips. She bur-
riedly gathered up her belongings, her
fan, her handkerchief, her opera glasses,

“What are you abont?" asked Flor
ence, “The thing is oot balf over.”

“I can't help it,"” snid Mabel., *1 must
go now. - The heat in here is stifling. 1
can't stand it. 1 wust have the fresh
mir."

Outside she trembled so that Florence
took her arm.

“If 1 were youw." shie said, “1 should be
glad thot ! exw him. Why do you wor-
ry fo?"’

“His eyes were hollow and sad,” stam-
mered Mabel, “and his checks were thin,
He looked so tired—so dead tired. Ob,
Florence, suppose .lie is very ill; sup-
pose—oh, remember 'my dream!”’

Florence affocted an overwhelming sur-
prise,

“1 thonght you didn't
dreams?" said she,

“I da't; 1 don't. Who but an idiot
would believe in such rank foplishness,
but you can't help thinking'—

“0h, yes, you'can! Come, we will take
this car, and | will see you home my-
self. Don't be silly!™

By the time they reached the house
Florence hnd coaxed the girl into some-
thing like her old gasety. She langhed
at a bit of her nonsense as tbey ran up
the steps together.

They passed into the hall. On a litde
table reserved for cards lay a letter.

Mabe! took it up and held it between
her forefinger and thumb., It was old
and yellow. A dozen postmarks disfig-
ured the face of it, upon which there was
no stamp. !

Florence took it from her. |

“I will op 1 it for you,"” she said.

Mabel sank upon her knees on the
earpet.  She remained there trembling,
her white foee clasped between her slen-
der, bloodless fingers.

She saw unee mere the tired face on
the canvas, the weary limbs dragging
laggingly almg, the bolluw eyes peer
ing straight iuto bers in all the sadness
of a last farewell

Far before Florence could read the
contents of the letter her heart had
guessed the ruth.—Criterion.

believe in

MISSING T {E JUBILEE.

One Woman Who Did Not Know That
Pence Hud Come.

It was o the midst of the peace jubl- -
lee and the editor was the buslest in-
dividoal ip town, but the visitor gotin
on hLim, and, what was worse, sat
down and showed other signs of re-
malning, none of which the editor en-
couraged

“Excuse me,"” sald the visltor of his
own volition, “but can't I ask you an

. lmportant guestion?’

“What Is 1t?” responded the editor,
without looking up from his work,
which is always a sign that anybody
ought to understand.

“Ain't this & peace jubilee we're hav-
ing in this town?"

“It certalnly 1s.”

“And a peace jubilee Is 8 celebration
of peace, ain't 1t?"

“Eml_‘ll}'."

“And peace means that war {s off,
don't 1t?"

“Of course it does.”

“And that the ollve branch is hang-
ing low, and that everybody Is falling
oneverybody else’'s neck, and thatevery-

Soap and naptha—Fels-Nap-
tha soap—more efficient than
soap. Saves half the work and
discomfort of wash-day.

Your grocer returns your
money if you don’t think so:
5c.

Felk & Co, makers, Philadelphia,

body Is glad the war clouds have rolied
by, and that good fellowship is nuw
prevailing everywhere, and that every
bosom throbs t=spongive to the gentle
con of the dove, and that everybody Is
wearing white wings, and that there
won't e auy more seraps, and that ev-
erybody is kisslug and making up: It
means that, don’t 11

“Exactly.,” responded the editor,
pleased to discover so comprehensive a
knowledge frow such an uosuspected
quarter,

*1 thought s0,"” said the visitor rising,
“I'll go back home and tell my wife
abont it. When [ left there an hour
ago | don't believe she knew it had
bappened. Good morning!” And the
visitor went out hefore the editor had
time to extend his sympathy.—Wash-
Ington Star.

Had Served His State.

Benevolent Lady—Poor man! Can-
didly speaking, you are the worst spec-
imen of the tramp that my eyes ever
rested upon.

Tramp--Yes, lady, | guess yer are
right. But "twant ever thus. | remem-
ber der time when | dido't drink a
drop; when a quld of 'baccer never
crossed] e lips; when | wurk hard
frum sun th gon; when—

Benevolent  Lady — Good
When was that?

Tramp—When | was in Jollet.—Chi-
cago News,

heavens!

An Unbearable Insult.

“Yon don’t egeem to be on very
friendly terms with your brother.”

“No, sir, I'm not."

“What did be ever do to you?"

“Do to me! 8ir, that brother of
mrine is two years younger than I am,
and yet by the time he was 5 years
of age he had the audacity to so

fur ouigrow me that from that time |

on until we both left the parental roof

his clothes were cut down for me in- |

stend of mine belng cut down for
him."—Chicago Post.

Complnine®l of His Liver.

Magistrate—Yon arve charged swith
stealing o dog.  What have you to
say?

Prisoner (sullenly)—The dog follow-
ed me "ome.

Magistrate—But the constable says
it dild so because youn had some liver
abount you.

Prisoner (impndently}—Well, & me
ean't walk about without 'Is llver, can
‘e?—Tit-Bits,

A Redeeming Featnre,

“l1 unotice that a feminipe highway-
man alded In a recont Arizona hold
up.* ;
“How vos she Iressed ™

“Boots and +a~ uroy trousers and a
red shirt.”

“T'hat’'s all vight. | was afraid she
might have added to the horror of the
affair by putting on a rainy day cos-
tume"—Cleveland Plain Dealer.

Pincing the Blame.

*1 read in the paper that youn were
hissed off the stage In Bremen.”

“That's the fault of the theatrical
agent!™

“How sao?”

“The fellow ought to bave known
better than send ao artist of my stand-
ing to a town made up of tradesmen!”
—Unsere Gesellschaft

A Potnt to Be Considered.
“1 hope they won't bay that house

for Dewey uuntil he gets here and Is

ready to occupy it.”
n“'h-v ?n

the place if they got there first."—Chi-
cago limes-Herald. .

Hian Pet Aversion.

“Mr. Bpoonaniore, are you quite sure
»ou love me for myself alone?”

“1 am quite sure 1 do. dearest. 1 fesl
that if 1 could take you away to some
place where 1 would never see that
younzest brother of yours ngain 1
should be perfectly happy.”-—-Chicago
Tribune,

A Safe Verdiet.

A pneking case which contained a
Peruvinn mimmmy, sutended for a4 -
seum in Gheot. was recently opened by
mistake at an Eoglish railwas station,
therehy eansing the authorities no end

of teonhle  Murder was at first sus-
pocted, bur the coraner’s jury disposed of
the case in quick order, rendering this
anique verdict: “That the woman was
foumd dead o1 the railway goods station.
Sun street, g did die oo some date une
known, 1n sane foreign country, proha

bly South A-nerien. from some cause on
known  No,proofs of a violent denth nre
found, and the body bas beon deimd and
triefl in gome foreign manuser, probably
sin deivd and ecave burieds and the jurors
nre satisfied that this bgdy does vot shiow
any recent erime in this ecountry., and
that the deceased wos unkoown and
about 25 yenrs of age.”

-

| Washiugton Star.

| News. |

I - - 3
“Think of the repalrs the relic hunt- | nlig fo:talk-uaw:

ers would make it necessary to put on |

THE NEGLIGEE SHIRT.

With fond satistaction we're hailing
Retumn of the megligee shirt,

Whose bosom with starch is ne'er stiffened,
Whose collar lles low and Inert.

It may not be what Is called “‘dressy,’”
But not an jota we cure,

For comfort Is what we're now seeking
In things that we cat, drink and weas

At last we are free from discomfort
Of bosom =4 stilf s a board,
Which held us erect as the armor
That in the old times twroed & sword,
No more by long cuffs are we bothered,
The kind that ancircied our fists,
For negligee sleeves we're now wearing,
And ther only come to the wiiwa

No mure are we worried by collams
In which our poor necks wers long cooped
And by which we pearly were mrangled
Each time we unthinkingly stooped.
GQur heads we are now freely turning
In any direction we plense
Withoypt making quick revolution
Or swinging around by degress

The broad silken scarls we've discarded
Fof others of much smaller size,

And now round our necks we are wearing
The narrow and neat little tes

Thr shirv wtuds we fumbled so often
sutil we wery red in the face

Wave gone, snd the old fashioned buttems
Are back in the time honored place.

When hot wases rush in and sssail oa
*Tis comtort all mortals desire,
Andd that is just what we sre finding
In making this chenge of wttire.
Though some will deslare it's ot “'dressy,”
Bemarks of such critics don't hurt
Our feclings, for gladly we're hailing
Betwn of the negligee shirt.
—Pittsburg Chrentele-Telegraph.

Her Life ot Stake,
The woman who is aceused of mur-
der is festifying in her own behalf.
We omit the deseription of her gown
and come 8t once to her story.
It is a thrilling momentp unde: tand.

“You know you are pretty, don't
you?"'dnsinuntes the prosecutor.
“No,” answers the wowan, thor

oughly on her guard,

The spectators heave a deep sigh of
rellef.

For a woman who %Sno=s she is
pretiy dsu't ‘® bit pretty, a a If she
happens to be accused of mwy fer thls
knowledge may prove fatal.—Detroit
Journnl, :

He Who Must Be Obeyed.

“But after you had knocked down the
two or three policemen who had cor-
nered you, and could have escaped by
running form the flat you were trying
to rob,"” Inquired the magistrate, bent
on getting at the facts in the case,
“how did It bappen that you surren-
dered so tamely lo this undersized of-
ficer in citizen’s clothes?”

“I thorght be was the janitor,” =ald
the eaptured burglar.—Chicago Trib-

une.

Forshanded,

*“1 don’t gee what we want with all
thoese little islands,” sald cne German
official.

“You just wait,” answered the other.
“Possibly there will be an earthquake
one of these days wbich will push
some territory to the swface that is
really worth buildivg & town ow"—

Overestimation.

Pather—What is the weaning of that
black eye, my son?

Johnny—Oh, that's merely & mark of
esteem, father.

Father—ITow so?

Johony—I esteemed Myself a better
boxer than 'Tommy Joues.—Chicago

Clear Evidence,
“Charlie Youngpop's baby is begin-

“‘Has Charlle been boring you with
stories about it?"’ ("

“No, but 1 sat near him at the lunch
rounter today, and I heard him say ab-
sentmindedly to the waiter girl, ‘Dim
me n jinky water, p'ease.’ "—Catholic
Standard and Times.

..‘ 1',
L NATURE'S CU¥

What is Celery King 7’

1t isnn herb drink, and s n positive cure
for constipation, headache, nervous disorders,
rhenmatism, kidney diseases, and the vari-
ons trouhles arising from a disordered slom-
achand torpid liver. It Is a most ngreeable
medicine, and 18 recommended by phywicinus
generally.

Celery King is woid in 26c, and e, puckuges
by druggists and dealern. 1

H
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HS FAR HADEN

Ah, dear old Pietro, man never had a
truer, better friend! Do you remember,
Pietro, those happy days you and your
master spent down in the pine woods
and swamps of Louisiana? Have yon
forgotten the little one room cabin al-
most in the vy heart of Tickfaw
swamp, where we dwelt all alone s0 long
—just you and 17

One morning in early spring I took
down mr ‘gun and enmmenced to clean
it. Pietro lay in the corner watching
me. He knew as well 85 T what my
every movement meant.

It was a glorious morning. The air
was filled with the perfume of yellow
jasmine, wafted down from the tops of
the tall trees. No matter in what direc-
tion I looked wild flowers met my eye.

It was indeed an earthly paradise, that
quiet little: nook in the swamp. Not a
sound disturbed the stiliness of the scene
save now and then the splash of some
fish or animal in the dark water over
there.

Sitting down on the upturned root of
an ancient cypress tree, 1 prepared to
rest awhile and enjoy the scene to my
heart’s content—to live in paradise just
for once.

I don’t know how long I bad been sit-
ting there when, hearing a rustling in
the tangled vines behind me, 1 turned
my head. The picture that met my gaze
will remsin engraved upon my memory
so long as life lasts:

My eyes were dazzled by the girl's in-
describable beauty. | turned them away
as 1 would from the sun, then looked
again.

“Thou seemest surprised, young stran-
ger. Verily 1 do bethink me thou takest
me for a spirit. Thou art tall aud strong,
young man. BSurely a bit of a girl has
not frightened thee out of thy wits."

“No, fair creature,” [ repiied, “1 am
not overcome from fright so much as by
surprise.”

“Took thee, stranger, is not this truly
a lov®y kingdom, and as soch should it
pnot have a ruler? That beiug true, why
should not 1 be its quecn? My howe is
just two miles away through the swamp,
and we call it Jasmine Bower. Often-
times when time hungs heavily 1 turnp my
footsteps to this gpot. An hour spent
here among these Sowers drives away nll
eare and puts we in a good humor with
the world—my little world. What brings
thee into my kingdom? Speak]”

“] am but & wundering hunter, fair la
dy. 1 and my dumb friend here,” patting
Pietro on the head, “live back there
across the bayou all alone. We started
out this morning for a hunt. Sitting
down on that npturned root, 1 gave my-
self op t& thought, while Pietro seized
the opportunity to take a nap. Hearing
& rustfing io the vines behind me, I turn-
ed my head, and 1 beheld the most beau-
ful creature that ere met the gaze of
man, and"—

“Ney, uay,” the giel interrupted, with
a frown, “say not those words, [ pray
thee. If thon wounldst not anger me,
spenk not again of my poor beauty™—

“Pardon my hasty words, Miss"—

“Call me Laurine."

“1 did oot intend to offend.
me, | erave.”

“Thou art forgiven," she smilingly re-
plied, again ghowing her perfect teeth,
“But thon art my prisaner. 1 claim thee
because thoun hast entered wy kingdom
without royal permit. At home 1 have

Forgive

two brothers, who, too, are mighty bunt-_

ers, T'here is not a deer, bear or turkey
in all of Tickfaw swamp the haunt of
which they do not know. The rarest fish-
ing places they can find on the darkest
nights. Ceme with me, my stranger pris-
oner, and my giant brothers shall give
thee a lesson in wooderaft. Come, and I
graut thee I will prove a most merciful
queen. Follow we!”

She started off along a path that led to
the right, Pietro and T ¢losely following.

Entering a high arched gateway, we
passed on through a wilderness of flow-
ers, from the modest blossoms of the
wood to the rarest specimens of the
world., I conld see at a glance why the
place was called Jasmine Bower, for in
every direction that fragraut flower conhl
be seen.

Laurine ushered me into a beautifol
roow. Here and there soft sented settees
were temptingly arranged; aud vases filled

| with flowers stood on o table near a win-

dow. Everything about the roow, from
the paintings on the wall to the well fill-
ed bookcase, betokeuned refinement and
taste.

Presently she returned and placed be-
fore me cake and wine and bade me par-
take.

Just at this juncture I heard heary
steps in an adjoining room. In a moment
the door opened and in stepped two as
fine specimens of maunhood as ever met
wy gaze. ¥ach was more than six feet
tall and as strong os an ox.

“These are my brothers,” said Laurine,
introducing vs. “1 told this gentleman,
whom 1 met in the swamp, that you
were mighty bhubters and would show
him where to hunt and fish.”

Many were the hunts we had together
in the depths of the dark, wild swamp,
and many were the quiet emokes we eu-
joved at night in 1wy little cabin.

Scarcely a day passed that I did not go
to the Bower, aod on each suececding
visit my love for Laurine grew stronger.
I conld think or dremm of nothing clse
save the beautiful girl. At times I would
catch myself talking of her. Pietro would
gaze up in my face with a look of won-
der aud injury. 1 believe in my very
soul be knew what my trouble was, and
more, I believe he was jealous.

Oue worning—1 had known the girl
three mouths—I took particular pains
with my toilet, making mysclf as present-
uble as possible.

On resching the Bower | went direct
lo the cozy little parior, expecting to find
Laurine there. Picking up a book, I had
just befun to cvead, when my attention
wns ntiracted by the rustling of skirts in
the hallway outside the door. Just as |
arose Lauorine entered the room.

She was not alone. By her side, with
Lis arm about her waist, was a dapper
little Frenchman, whom ] had seen sev:
eial times in New Orleans.

"“Whut does this mean, Laurine ' 1 de-
maled.

Just then Pietro gave s loud bark., 1

| awoke with a start.

It had all been @& dream.—Nashville
Bauner.,

Benaiy In Woman.

| once kpnew a man who was con-
sidered o great connolsseor in femi-
nine good looks, and he annoyed me
by refusing to see nny beauoty in® one
or two girls | considerad very pretty,
At last. in mild exasperation. | turned
to him and asked bhim what be
thonght copstituted beanty In a wo-
wiir He soswered, “A pretty hand,
1 sweel voice and spirit in the eye.” -
Philadelphin Tugquirer.

Wenlth's Beginning.

Wealth begius in a tght roof that
keeps the rain and wind out; in a
goud puwp that ylelds you plenty of
sweet water; in two sults of clothes,
s0 as to change your dress when you
are out; In dry sticks to burn; In a
good double wick lamp and in three
meals.—Emerson,

The Banker’

or are cxempt from catarrK's

Neither rick nor

s Daughter.

affack.—Dr, Hariman's unfailing remedy.

to

breath

A whole

Dr. 5. B. Harmar:, Columbus, O.

is cursed with

MERICA 5552
and women

alike are af-

flicted withit. Catarrh frequeni~
Iv manifests itself by offensive
breath. A catarrhal breath is a
horror. Especially is this so
witha beautiful woman. Hovr
many women have failed of
thielr proper destiny through

this Jamentable defect!

Catarrh comes to the banker's doughter
as quickly as to the working girl.
know gome pitiful instances among the
fair women of our acquaintance. Every
effort to rid themselves of catarrh seems

We all

{ail; yet their catarrh can surely be

enred and cured permanently by the
remedy that has been curing catarth for
forty vears.

Thisremedyis Pe-ru-na, Dr. Hartman's great
prescription for all phases of catarrh. If the
reader knows any woman with a catarrhal

tell her to seeure Pe-ru-na and take it

according to directions. and the result will be
a permanent cure, for Pe-ru-na heals the mem-
branes all through the organs of the body and
kills eatarrh.

Dir. Hartman’s books on chronic catarrh are
mailed free on application to the Pe-ru-na Medi-
eine Co., Colnumbus, O.
ligh* on eatarrh. Pe-ru-na’s cures are historical.

These books throw new

book full of letters from people cured

uf ecatorrh by this great remedy will be
mailed to any interested person.

Here is a letter from Mrs. 8. B. BEryant,
Crawford, Miss.:

DEAR 8m:— ** I suffered about six yearswith eatarrh of the head. I tock two

bottles of your Pe-ru-na and am now

entirely well. 1t has been two years

since I took the Pe-ru-ua and I eannot say too much for it."

Special book for women mailed to women only.

All druggists sell Pe-ru-na
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The First s+
Daisy. .Ll.l.

-
%

A

How Harry Leary
Cheated In Lowve.
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Crag cottage wns the scene that spring
of as pretty o courtship #% ever sprang
into life when the bmls amd grass were
We were theve, the first summer

new.
boarders in the month of June. Mrs.
Primrose, Pink, ber daughter: Harry

Leary, & bank clerk awuy on his vaes-
tion, and L.

It took only ote day aiter wy arvival
for me to discover two things. One was
that Pink Primrose was a remarkably
pretty givl, and that Horrey Leary was in
love witl ber. 1 tried to discover o third,

thut I'ink retupned his feeling, when
gomething ocourred  which settied  the
matter.

Miss ink was divailfully soperstitions.
You knew that from the mionte you met

her. If you did net discover it in the way
she ernssed herfingers when she glanced
at a cposs exed perzon or sabl, “Bread
and butter”™ when she handed you a pin,
you were laughingly informed of Miss
Pink's peculinrity by Mrs. Primrose. whe
thought it just the fupniest thiog in the
world that her danghter should object to
walking under Indders, sitting down to
table with 13 and watching a friend out
of sight.

One of Miss Piuk's oddities, or pecul-
inrities, wus lu\‘ fondness for amd hee be-
lief in Howers. It was adorable to see
her plock o bottercop and hold it under
your chin, gravely informing you wheth-
er you liked butter or not. Pink's way.
like Pink's face. was desperately pretiy.
To be sure, a mother-in-law would have
frowned upon such silliness, but we were
all, from papa Primrose to myself and
Harry Leary, -Pink’s devoted siaves.

One “afternoon we sat on the little
furmbonse vernmda looking down the
road, as city boarders will, as though
expecting H(){I'Il'ﬂlilll.: o come. ulong nnd
relieve its monotony, when something
did come. Over the hill in the late sun-
ghine of & o'clock came Pink and Harry
walking and talking, he hatless and
smiling, she grave; both desperately in-
terested.  Pink held a daisy in her band.

Within ten yards of the house they
seated themselves upon a rock, PFink
still twirling the dnisy, and it would not
have tnken a sage (o understand that
their conversation was about the flower.

1 saw that Pink was pulling it to
pieces and that Harry’s face grew by
turns hopeful and sad. “Not!" 1 heard
him exclaim once. then he reached ont
and got auother flower, which Pink pall-
ed to pieces. “Not!" aguin he echoed
as Pink purted her pretty lips and shook
her head. “It is all nonsense anyway,”
he added. Bat | cmld see by Pink's
face that =he did not azree with Lin

“1 leave it to a mutin! friend,” said
Harry at last, as Pink continned to shnke
her head. “Come down,”" calling o me,
Sand settle the dispute—and my fate,” |
heard im adil.  *“The fact is that 1 have
asked Miss Pink to marry me aud she
hns''—

“Asked the daisies,” pot in Pink softly.

“Aud they said? veotured 1.

SThut ke loved me not.” almost whis-
pered DPink. 5

Aund tlien the whole plot dawned upon
me. These two silly young persons had
been trusting their future happiness to
the petals of o daisy.

“1 picked them off one by one,

"

snid

Pink, gothering courage, “and 1 snid,:

‘He loves me, he loves me not,) and it
came out, ‘He loves e not." "

“Try again,” 1 ventured.

“1 did try—three times" said Piuk.

“And so she has refused me,” said
Harry, lifting an injored face. from the
rock on which.he was leaning.

There was nothing more to be said, for
before 1 could put in a word Pink sprang
up und ran toward the house ns fast ns
she conld go, and we did not see her

agnin until evening. Then she appeared |

oo tong pnk cloak, desperately becom-
ing to her, and walked the veranda for
half an hour alone.

Harry spoke to her once, but she hung
her head and did pot answer him, and
there were tears on her lashes.

Of course that sort of thing could not
be endured long, so next day Harry, att-
or vainly watching and waiting for Pink
to put inan appearance—she breakfasted
in her room—sauntered down to the rock
and seated himself behind it. Soon there
was a rustle, and to the self same place
came P'ink, fushed as from crying and
not seeing him at all.

She firet knew he was there when
Harry spoke, then partly because she
wis worn out and partly becanse she
conld not help it she sank on the mound
beside him. He, erofty fellow, made
wuy for her, moving ostentationsly aside
“That is singular,” said he when Pink
had seated herself, “very singular.”

“What is singular?” snid Pink, bright-
ening for the first time that day.

“Tlhiat it should say so three times in
succession.”

“Whut—say so?"

“That she loves me,” said Harry, hold-
ing up tife empty calrx of a daisy flower.
“1 asked three of them, and they all re-
plied the same. Bah! There is no truth
a them."

“Yes, there is,” admitted Piuk, blush-
ing to mateh her name; “but the trouble
is that they said you did not love me,
My daisies all said *He loves me not.' "

“Suppose we nsk onr mutval friend
agnin,” suggested Harry, and, calling
loudly to wme, he added, “and bring a
daisy field with you.”

While 1 stood there hearing the new-
est chapter in the daisy story, Harry
held the buech, and 1 noticed that he
carefully sclected a daisy, running over
the petals with his fngers. “See bow
this one comes out,” said be, and as he
spoke | thought 1 saw bhim pull out one
of the petals.

“Try this one,” said he

Pionk took it, Harry looking on, but 1
thought he seemed less nervous about
results.

Carefully Pink's preity fingers traveled
over the petals, pulling them out as she
said, “He loves me, he loves me not"—

“Well?" said Harry.

“He loves me,” announced Pink.

“What did 1 tell you?" said Harry.

“But—yesterday!”

“No matter.” insisted Harry.
daisies know—today."”

And from their happy fices, when 1
saw them walking together in the even
ing on the veranda., 1 kpew that Piok
thonght so too.—Pittsburg Press.

“The

Paper Pulp Maps.

In the work done by 7-year-old and
S-vear-old boys at the Thomas Hoyne
Manual Traluning school, Chicago, one
of the features of the work is the mak-
ing of rellef maps from paper pulp.
Bundles of old newspapers are torn in-
to small strips and placed in a pail of
water to soak over night. A steut boy
with a sharp stick then attacks the
mass and thoronghly churns the paper
until it becomes pulp.

The materinl bas been found to serve
admirably for modeling purposes, snd
a continent in miniature, with mount-
afns, lakes, rivers and valleys, can be
molided by the young pupils with sur-
prising exactness. The pulp map is al-
lowed to dry and is then mounted on a
large plece of cardboard. Supervisor
It. T. Beapdsley of the manual train-
fug department has one of these mount-
ed maps on exhibifion at the board of
edneation rooms, painted and colored,
and It bas elleited much favorable com-
ment.—Chieago News.

Fire is an essential in some weddinmg
L ecelebrations.  In Pessia the service is
| read In front of a five.  In Nivaragoa

the priest, tnking the couple ench by
| the little flnger, leads them to pp
apartment where a five is lighted and
there instructs the bride In her dutles,
extinguishing it by way of conclusion.
In Japan the woman kindles a toreh,
and the bridegroom lights one from if,
the playthings of the wife beling
burnt then and there.

NE but a mother knows the
pains, anguish and dread that a
woman endures before and during
childbirth, And still nearly a1l this sul- ¥
fering is unnecessary. The faithful use of

MOTHER’S FRIEND i

e will in greal measure overcome Svery :
distressing symptom, and labor itself wil!
| not bea very serious ordeal. Remember
 that MOTHER'S FRIEND is an ex-
ternal Iiniment that softens and relaxes
 the muscles, and is not a dangerous
compound of opiates lo swallow. Ask
 your drugpist for it or send price ($1) o 3
THE BRADFIELD REGULATOR CO., Atlanta, Ga.

Send far our free illustrated
bLook, ' Before Baby is Born."*

“M(')t!-ier and Babe'x

Try Grain=01 °
Try Grain=0!

Ask you Grocer to-day to show you
a packngeof GRAIN.O, the new food
drink that takes the place of coffea.
The children may drink it without
injury as well as the adult.  All who
try it, like it. GRAIN-O hns {hat
rich seal brown of Mocha or Java,
but it is made from pure grains, and
the most delicate stomach receives it
without distress. ] the price of coffee.
15 cents and 25 cents per packsge.
Sold by all grocers.
Tastes like Coffee
Looks like Coffes

Insist that your grocer gives you GRAIN-O
Accept no Imitation,

gl’lli!lllilﬂ*lllllllll‘lll

- A Mutual Surprise

FS SRR PR URNRUBEBERE,

My Dear Daughtar—I1 have long felt how much
my home and children needed a mother's love and
care 1 have been willing in this respect, as in
every other, to smcfifice my own. feslings to their
good, but it is not an essy matter to find just the
cight person to¢fll go important a position, and 1
do pot wish to-act hasfily., A few weeks ago 1
was introdluced 10 & widow lady of the name of
Norton, finding hog, on further acquaintance, to
e all that | could desire, either as & companion
it a mother to my childben. She is & most kind
rnd exeellent Jady, and T trost that yon will be
prepared Lo extend to her that respect and affec-
ren that are her dupe. She has cne son, who is

awar at schoul, which will be plessast for you, as
o lisve po brother. We shall be home Thurs-
day. Your affectionate father,

Howarn Lesuw

P S—You were very wise in not engaging
voursel! without consulting me 20 the young man
vou mention. A young girl like you don't kmow
what Jove is.  Five years hence will be time
enough for you to think of such a thing.

This was the letter that Anne Leslie
veceived from her father in reply to the
one she had written him, overflowing
with the gind anticipations to which her
newborn love had given rise.

For u time she sat speechless with an-
ger and amazement.

The ides of her father ever mmrring
again had nevemonce entered her mind.

Why should he? Was she not there tc
keep house for him? And when she left,
as, of course, she should in time, would
not Marion then be ready to take her
place? She never heard of anything so
ridiculous.

And to think that her poor mother,
who had been hardly two years in her
grave, should be so soon forgotten!

If she thought that her adored Charles
Edward would ever be so false to her
memory, she was sure that it would
bresk her heart.

But the postseript was the unkindest
eut of all. The slighting manner in
which her father alluded to “the yFoung
man,” whose name she had written to
him in full—Charles Edward FitzHenry
Stubbs—was more wounding than the
harshest invective.

And to presume to think that she knew
nothing of love, who had experienced it
in sweetness and power!

Full of these indignant thoughts, Anne
sat down and penned an epistle to her
adored Charles Edward, detailing her
grievances and ending with the declara-
tion that she would never, never submit
to be domineered over by a stepmother
and that she would ever be true to the
first and only love of her life

The next mail brought a reply, stating,
together with mnny protestations of un-
dying affection, “that he conld truly sym-
pathize with her feelings, in view of her
tather's marriage, having just received
the intelligence that his mother was to
take another husband. 8he had given
him one stepfather when he was a boy,
and he would never submit to the rule of
another.

He wonld be there on Thursday, tc
demand in person her-hand of her father.
If he refused. they would fly together to
gome happy place where eruel fathers
and etepfathers were unknown.

Charles Edward was as good as his
‘word. Promptly on the following Thurs-
day he made his appearance at the house
of the father of his adored Anne.

Beareely were the first rapturous greet-
ings over when the sound of carriage
wheels was hegrd,

Anne turned pale,

“They have come!™
to her feet.

“Let "em come,” responded Charles
Edward defiantly. “You are not afraid,
I hope, when 1 am here?”

As he said this curiosity impelled him
to turn his eyes to the window.

“Good beavens!” he ejaculated as they
fell wpon a lady who was lighting from
a carringe. “Why, it looks like—but, no;
it can't be!"

Mr. Leslie led his wife up to where his
daughter was standing.

As Mrs. Leslie turned from the con-
straiged grecting of her mew dsughter
her eyes fell upon the young man back
of her, who stood staring st her in
speechless nmazement.

“Why, Charles!"

“Why, mother!"

“I pever thought of seeing you here!”

“Nor 1 yon!"

p “Who is this?’ inquired Mr. Leslie,
looking in bewilderment from one to the
other.

“It is Charles Edward that 1 wrote yon
about,” gail Aone, blushing.

“It is my son Charles,” said Mrs. Les-
lie. “(‘lmrl-fe. this is your stepfather.”
“And my future father-in-law, 1 trust,”
responded Charles Edward as he shook
hands with his mother's new husband.

“We'll see about that, my boy,” said
Mr. Leslie, lnnghiog. “If your mother is
willing, I shall have no objection.”™

The four passed a very pleasant even-
ing. Charles Edward voted his stepfa-
ther to be one of the nicest men he ever
met, and Anne thought no lady could be
more agreeable than her pew mother.

Charles Edward remained at home a
week and then went back to school, tak-
ing with him the assurance that if he
studied diligently and bcg he and Anne
were of the same mind & che end of the
year no opposition would be made to
their marriage.—New York News

she cried, starting

He Sized Them Up.

“He was 0 years old and engaged in
chewienl experiments,” says the Hart-
ford Courant in speaking of President
Hadley of Yale.

“Lacking an ingredient, he appealed to
the heads of the household. *Mother,
have we any carbonate of soda in the
house? ‘I don't know' (indifferentiy).
‘Father, bave we any earbonate of soda?
‘1 don't know, my son' (still more in-
diferontly). *

“The young philesopher pondered the
replies and then gave judgment. ‘I know
the reason why neither my father nor
my mother can tell whether there ia
any carbonate of soda in tie honse
Mother does not %uow what carbonate
of sodn is, and father does mot know
what is in the closet.” "

From a Masculine Standpoint.

“It's queer,” said the young widow,
“that poor, dear John never eaid a word
to me about remarrying. ¢! really can't
understand it.”

“1 don't see anything so very remark-
able nbout that,” rejoined her bachelor
uncle. “I suppose you are not the one
he thought it was his duty to warn."—
Chicago Neows.

A Forecast Set Aslde.
“My wife was sorry when her poodle
was brought back.”
“Wasn't she fond of him "’
“Yes, but she had told all the peigh-
bors thot she knew she wonlkd never see
him aguin.""—Chicago Record

SPONTANEOUS COMBUSTION

Fires From This Cause Sald to Be
Dae to Pacteria.

The bacterfologlsts of Frauce and
Germany bave been Investigating the
causes of fires which have hitherto
been attributed to spontansons com-
bustion, and thelr experiments seem to
prove conclusively that such fires ave
really due to the work of bacteria.

Experiments made with bay, grain,
corn, cotton, ete., showed that when
the least molsture was present the
chemic changes brought about by the

A Dive to Death. The
woman who would
risk a leap from the

masthead of a shi

wonld be consi
foolhardy in the ex-

women who take the
dive to certain death
by neglecting their
health in a womanly

way

When a woman finds that she almost con
stantly suffers from headaches, weak back,
pains.in the sides, nervousness, irritability
and despondency, she may be certain that
all is not well with her special womanly
organism. There is weakness
and disease there, and if it is neg-
lected bher general health w:'ﬁl
" soon hreak down com. pletely.
There i=* a remedy that will
promptly cure troub- les of this
description. It may be taken
in the privacy of the home
without the necessity of ob-

noxious cxaminations ar local
treatment, It is Doctor
Pierce's Favorite Pre- scrip-
tion. It makes the OTRAnS

that appertain to wom-
anhood, new, clean,
well and strong. It ban.
ishes pain and cnres ul-
ceration and inflamma.
tion. It does away with de-
bilitating dmains.  During
the anticipatory period of
maternity it alleviates moming
sickness and other discomforts,
at the critical hour makes labor
light. It restores health to women broken
down by weakness and disease.

I had female trouble for cight years," writes
Mrs. I.. |. Dennis, of f38 East Coll Street.
Jacksonville, Ilis. **For three years | suffered
continually. Words cunnol express what I suf:
fered. | sought relief among the medical profes.
sion and found none, until induced by kind
friends to try Dr. Pierce's Favarite Prescription
When 1 eotnmenced laking this medicine 1
weighed o5 pounds. Anter taking ° Favorite
Prescription’ T was built up uotil now | weigh
155 pounds—more than [ ever weigheal before
1 was o bad I wounil lie from day to day aud
long for death to come and relieve snﬂ{rin 3
1 had internal inflammation, a greeable
drain, bearing down pains in the lower part of
my bowels, and such distress every month, ut
pow | never have a pain. ’

Constipation poisons slowly, but surely.
Dr. Pierce’s Pleasant Pellets cure speedily
and surely.

sufficient to raise the temperntnre so
that the vegetable fibers weve finally
reduced to a charred mass, and that
If oxygen wns admitted at this time,
by turning over the mass with a fork,
the charcoal in the iuterfor lmmedi-
ately began to glow aund finally burst
into flame,

It is well known thar dirty, ofly
waste yarn, cotton io the bale, grain
stored in large masses and the fGne -
dust of four In the mills I8 apt 1o be-
come heated so as to take fire, and it
Is & well established fact that the rise
of temperature which takes place In
most of the infectious diseases is due
to the chemic product whicl is gener-
ated In the system by the action of
micro organisms, so that it is not al-
together surprising to ftind it stated
that most cases of so called spon-
taneous combustion are pow belleved
to be due to the chemlie action set up

by certain bacteria working in a
favorable environment.
Another Freneh sclentist has con-

structed a toy engine which be is able
to keep running for 24 hours by means
of the gases generated by the bacterin
of yeast.

CHURCH A PLACE OF REST.
Sunday Serv Ire_l’)_c-\_dn;u the Mind
and Broadenn the Knowledge.

“Look at the steady strain upon
you,” writes Bishop Hurst, discussing
“What 1s the Good of Golng to

Church?® in The Ladies’ Home Jour--
nal. “The nverage American week Is
one Iintense effort to zet beyond the
Hmitations of the week jJust gone.
Every nerve and force of body and
brain has been under the stress of ex-
citement and rosh. Six days are
enongh for the severe tension and
break many a one down In the process,
Let the struggle be stopped every week
by one perfect day of rest.

“The church is essentinlly a place of
rest. Every part of the service fur-
nishes relief from the burdens and
cares of the week. The music brings
calm and refreshment. The hymns
lift one above the plane of the seculur
and commonplace. The lessons from
the Bible and the preaching on topics
connected with present and future ac-
countability lead one Into a new field
of thought aund give a sense of respon-
sibility and a serious significance not
at all suggested by the netivities of
business. 3

“The . Sunday service inevitably de-
velops the mind and broadens the
areas of knowledge. Many a sermon
may fall to Interest, but now and then
one is heard which brings the hearer
into a new reglon, such as that of mis-
sions abroad or lminane werk at home.
A new light may be thrown upon the
Scriptures by recent research; the re-
lation of Christianity to human soclety
may be seen as pever before, and the
old Bible may be found to apply in a
remarkable way to the eurrent needs
of men.”

The Old Jest Anew.

CHernt-"That little house yon sent me
to see Is In a most seandalous conditon.
It is so danmp that moss positively
grows oo the wall, .

House Agent—Well, [sn't moss good
enongh for you? What o you expect
at the rent—orchids¥—Tit-Bits

WHEN IN DOUBT. TRY
g'ai ” EE J:Egr
e -
n"hl“
" g—— stood the testol yeass,
, and have cured thousanda of

cases of Nervods Discases, such
as Debility, Dizziness, Slecplen-
ness and Varicoceie, Atrophy, &c

They ciearthe brain, streagthen
the circulation,

7 3 :l'l‘d b b ['. I;I'
m to the whals

draing and losses are checked

tion often worrles them into nire, Consump-
tior or Death. Malled sealed. Price $1 per boas
6 boxes, with lron-clad lt“é,,':?'.’m.e l-;'(‘::e or
refund th Y S jor kres ook,
Address, " PEAL MEDICINE CO., Cleveiand. 0.

A. Warner, droggist, 208 E. Market
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and dratn of vital powe
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For sale in Akron by E. Steinbacher
& Co., B, Market st., and Lamparter

& Co., 183 Howard st.

bacterin in the center of the mass were
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